day when he called me over I found he had secreted in a
drawer two slices of Dundee cake and a fistful of
cigarettes which he pressed into my hands. His invita-
tions became so persistent that they wore down my
resistance. I agreed to dine with him and we went
to a pub at the top of Baker Street. He gave me a
steak and a peche Melba with a bottle of red wine, a
great number of gins and vermouths before the meal
and as many ports as I could drink afterwards. His
eyes kept flitting from me to my glass, which he filled
up at once with nervous intentness as soon as it was
empty. There was something in his gaze of the anxious
cook who is trying a new dish and cannot be quite cer-
tain when it is fully done. My spirits rose; -it was the
first time I had ever been drunk. "What are you look-
ing at me like that for ?" I cried, and burst into help-
le$s giggles. He paid the bill with fumbling hands and
called for a taxi. When he had put me in, he told the
driver to drive round and round Regent's Park, and as
soon as we had left the lights he started to attack me.
I fought and screamed so that even the taximan turned
his head, and he had to drop me at my Maida Vale rooms.
The old man was leaving the office in a few days,
so he must have known he was safe from complaint. But
a week or two later I was attacked again, by a customer.
He was a tall, lank, effeminate man, to whom I sold a
water-softener at his Golder's Green house. He invited
me to dinner, made me very drunk, carried me up to
Hs bedroom and began to undress me. I screamed so
desperately that he gave up the attempt, drove me
home in his sports car and on the doorstep pressed two
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